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of small coin. 


_ In the morning of life, especially the December morning the reof, man gocth 
joyously forth, and (heedless of the foul fiend in his wake) catcheth his mind's eye 
right cheerfully upon the fleshpots of Egypt, or, it maybe, upon the popular and 
right merry booze of commerce, 


CHRISTMAS 
“ Santa Claus, so far as the children’s stockings are concerned, seems t 
Mamma kept up the reputation of the genial old Saint in the usual manner, 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 23, 1893. 


EWV E 
0 have had a rough time of it at the Mildeweries. 
and the stockings surrounding the fireplace of our nursery received their usual supply 
Unfortunately, Poor Pa’s prowling propensities are too well known to dilate upon here, but I think his raid upon the stockings just about tops the 
record for meanness. On being discovered, he burst into tears and excused himself on the plea that his ‘ Christmas Appeal Fund’ required replenishing.” —Tootsiz. 


THE GENERAL TERROR. 


When, lo! in the twinkling of an eye, the foul fiend (which its name is Influenza) 
stretcheth him on his back, and grippeth him by the throat, and exploreth for his 
little weaknesses with the devil's own corkscrew; and before he can ejaculate 
* Jack Robinson,” the last state of that man is worse than the first—much. 


S> 


(ONE PENNY. 


Of course, as in previous years, 


THE SORCERESS. 


— 


WE must turn to number eighty-eight of the “ HALF- 
Hourpay " (“A woman who was hanged for another woman 
who never existed’) to find anything like the extraordinary 
case we give this week. 

Eight years ago only, at Villejoint, near Blois, in France, 
dwelt Madam Duval,a rich old widow lady who was miserly 
and very superstitious. One Sunday in June, 1885, she 
attended mass at the Cathedral of St. Louis, and there 
prayed to heaven to be reconciled to her daughter and son- 
in-law, with whom she had quarrelled over money matters, 
She was leaving the church door when a strange woman 
accosted her: “Madam,” said the stranger, “pardon me, 
but you are in great trouble.” 

The old lady thanked her, and said she was, They easily 
fell into conversation, and, seating themselves in the Place 
de Ja Republique, Madame Duval told her all the story. She 
learnt then that heaven had bestowed upon her unknown 
friend the power to make up family quarrels, and also to 
bring great riches and good fortune to all those who believed 
in her and followed her advice. The widow was delighted 
to have made such a valuable acquaintance, and took 
Madame Pommier home to dinner, gave her the best bed- 
room to sleep in, and the next morning, on her knees, im- 
plored her to reveal the secret. 

“T consent,” said the visitor; “but it is only money that 
begets money, If 1 am to bring forth the treasures of the 


402 


earth TL must have gold in my hands.” The widow ran to her 
desk and produced a bag containing 400 franes in) gold. The 
sorceress locked the baz up ina cupboard inthe room in which she 
had slept, and gave Madame Duval the key, but made her promise 
solemnly neither to teuch or look at the treasure, lest the charm 
should be broken. Then she accompanied her dupe to church, 
where they burnt candles and said prayers, 

The sorceress, after this. drs «t for about a week, and on 
her return, finding that the mouey was justas she had left it, said 
More nitist be added. ‘The widew, thereen, produced 2000 franes in 
gold and 2500 in bank notes, whieh, seemingly, the sorceress 
placed with the rest, and laid a small eracifix upon the top, and 
the cupboard being locked asain the sorceress departed, 

The same burlesque performance was gone through when she 
returned; and the widow added 2000 franes more, which she got 
from her lawyer, The appearence of the treasure was now promised 
certain date, but nothing come of it,and the widow's 

3% brooch, wedding ring, and eighteen small silver 
“spoons, were added to the store, Madame Pommier then eid 
the wished to be left alone for a short time in the room, that she 
might invoke the spirits. She was left there accordingly, and 
when she came forth her face was beaming with smiles.“ eivics ue 
she cried. “On Thursday night, on the stroke of twelve, the gold 
will pour down on the tloor of your bedroom—but you must follow 
my instructions to the letter. A little before midnight you must 
light a chafing dish, and place upon ita large saucepan, and bring 
it as near to the head of the bed as possible ; then undress and get 
into bed, and, at the last stroke of twelve, lean forward as much as 
possible over the saucepan, at the same time, put this paste 
in and draw as long a breath as ever you ean.” Saying this, 
Madame Pomimier handed her a large lump of some mysterious 
chemical compound and wished her good-day, 

These extraordinary instructions were actually carried out by 
the poor, silly,old woman. The result was a tremendous explosion : 
The door and windows were shattered, the ceiling fell down, and 
the bed was set on fire. The neighbours rushed to the rescue, and 
dragged the unfortunate victim out from among the ruins. Her 
face and hands were dreadfully burnt, and her body all covered 
with bruises, but, extraordinary to relate, she was not dead, 

When the police, next day, were able to interview her, sho 
entreated them not to touch the cupboard in the next room lest 
this should break the charm, It is needless to say, “ the cupboard 
was Gare, 

At her trial Madame Pommier, who had just come out of prison 
—where she had been four times before confined for thefts and 
sorcery —was found guilty of robbery and attempted murder, and 
sentenced to twenty years’ hard labour. 

° e e J * e 
LAITEST FROM THE BOIS OME. 
exhitement prevale, 
the printer sai iff it keep fine wee shal av a bumpper, 
icarm't sitt stil. 
(Newt week, “The Taxgatherer.” ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


aS 

*,* Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope larqe cnoughtacontain the 
contributions submitted. Do not inclose louse stamps. 


Ves, of course you can, Miss MAULAT; Send the stamps for 
ostage, please, Any of them, C, G. WILSON, Though the last’s an 
ancient wheeze. Thanks for letter, WALTER BURLEIGH; Sorry 
that we can't advise. You will discontinue, AMBO; That ia, ie 
you're really wise, Thanks for sketches, B. H. SHERLAND, Jiut 
we're crowded up just now, Very sad, of course, INQUIRER, But 
MeGooseley broke his vow, Yes, at any time, AN ARTIST. 
Certainly, you ought to, Putt. Thank you; SLOPER'S secn it, 
Leunanb, But it’s intercsting still, 
— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World. 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
caxccpted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 68. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.028 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Weekly Contents Billa and Show Cards will be sent post free to 
Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
apeeial arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 Rue DE LA BANQUE. 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


£150 


Will be paid to the next-of-kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Hailway Servanta on duty excepted ), who shall happen to mect 
with his or her death in a Railway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALr- 
Hourpay” be found upon the Deevased at the time of the Accident, 
“ ALLY SLOPER's HALF-HOLIDAY ” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday afternoon at 1 o'clock, and the 
Ineurance laste one week from that time, expiring at 1v'clock the 
Sollorwing Wednesday afternoon, 


* JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 
Scribbler (laying down the MS.). It took me close upon two 
years to produce that play, old chap, L assure you, 
a er. Pooh, my dear fellow! that’s nothing to the time it 
will take a manager. ee 
a 


She, No, you can't dispute it; the days of chivalry are past and 


one, 
. Ite, T don't think so. Why, only to-day in the "bus I saw a 
fellow offer a young lady a seat on his lap. 
ss 
. 
THERE was a young fellow named Bluminer, 
Who carried ow biz ag a plumber; 
If you called him in now, 
He would not, | vow, 
Get finished till some time next summer, 
s * 


= 
Father. Tecan no longer support you, William, in your loose and 
extravagant ways. 
Son, Great Scot! 
self. 


The old rip’s been going on the rantan him- 
st 
* 
Unele, Well, have you done anything to get rid of your debts? 
Nephew, Yes, sir. Yesterday Lwas offered a loan of five pounds, 
and { declined to take it. *\* 
“HAVE you heard of Braggs's accident?” “No; what has hap. 
pened to him?" “He was run over by a brougham and _ pair.” 
“Pooh! Braggs is a great exagzerator, don't you know, The 
brougham and pair was, p obably, only a coster's donkey-cart 1” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 504.—The “Christmas Fairy” Costume, 


This is what some of those giddy girls, 
who were at the “Sloperics” on Christ- 
mas Day, did to the Eminent, who waz 
taking forty winks after dinner. Really, 
to some people, nothing is sacred. 


“What am de best thing fur de com- 
Plexion, Cwsar?” “If it’s falin’, 
some liquid blackin’ would be de best 
ting. Yah, yah!” 


Waiter, Wot's this tuppence for, sir ? 
Customer, Youreelf, sir. 

* vette (sarcastically), Thankce, sir. I thought it might have been to pay for 
ne dinner, 


See 


“*Spoofed !* shricked the baffled 
Spook, and vanishe!. ‘Lord Peter 
was alone !""—:rtract from A, SLU- 
VER'S Christmas Ghost Story. 


ZOO ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 
The Storkangaroo, 


(Saturday, December 23, 1893. 


Friend, What's the matter, dear boy !—you look 
Celebrated Author, 1 should think so! Vilat ceoheen! th: 
two prettiest girls in the room talking about me, “ But you tol ‘ 
ae sarasota et beard apy tea said the blue-eyed angel “So 
€ sweret e Dlack-ey are) iy Ps 2 
ue ee dee ae bane — ) “the punishment of Tread. 
s 


sane No matter, Jack, whatever happens I will always cling to 
Husband. Damme, Maria! 


) you needn't remin : 
want consolation, OSE Cash 


Ld 
* 

ScENE.—Law Courts, Breach of Promise Trial Proceed; 
Judge (addressing the Plaintiff). You say the defendant 
mets bib des October 7th ee ees. 

aintiff (indignantly), 1 beg your pardon, my lord; [ve ney 
borrowed a penny fecai hime in my lites i ea 
es 
s 
A WOMAN gives, ‘tis sad to note, 
Without the least concern, 
Her husband's only easy coat 


For one poor rootless fern. 
ss 


s 

Rummer, There goes old Porpus, He's on his dignity this 
morning. 

Tum mer, The deuce he is! Then either his feet must be ver 
large or his dignity remarkably small, for there's very little to bi: 
seen, ss 

s 


Young Blufly (on his knees). Believe me, my dear angel, my 
body belongs to my Queen, my—er—er—fortune to my country, 
my—er—brain to posterity ; but my heart is yours—all yours." 

The Dear Angel. 1 must say, Mr. Blufily, that 1 don't feel much 
complimented at being given the least valuable of the lot. 

ss 


Counsel, Your age, madam ? z 
L£lderly Witness, Two score— 
Counacl, Remember, madam, you are upon oath. 
Elderly Witness, Two score and fifteen 1 was about to say, sir. 
(But, all the same, she didn't look quite as happy us siv 
might have done, 
ss 


s 
“I've a poem here,” eaid the long-haired individual, “ which 
ought to set the Thames on fire.” “ Humph!” grunted our edito;, 
glancing at the bulky roll of MS., “don't leave it here, then, or 
it's more likely to set the chimney.” 
ss 
s 
Te. Did you—er—what did you think of those verses I sent you, 
Miss Ethel? 
She. Oh, delightful! But what a trouble you must have takin 
copying them all out. 
[And then he cursed his luck to think what a confounded iot 
of girls have read Byron nowadays, 
ss 


s 
Imaginative Passenger (as mail train from acaside dashrs 
through the station), Ha!—sniff-sniff—it actually seems to brin; 
a whiff of the briny with it. doesn’t it? 
Unimaginative Porter, No, sir,'tain't that. It’s the fish manure 
in a truck out on the siding, as you smells, 
se 
s 
YE surgeons shout the joy ye fee! ; 
Your gladness don't restrain ; 
The wretch who scatters orange-peel 


Has got to work again, 
ss 


Thompson, But, honestly, now, old man, you wouldn't marry a 
woman for her money, would you? 
Tomkyns. Certainly not—if 1 could get it any other way. 
ss 


s 
Overheard coming from the Wedding. 
First Acquaintance. That's a case of bought and sold. 
Second Acquaintance, Yes, indeed! The girl is bought and the 
man will tind that he's sold. ** 


Fair Visitor, Oh, my dear, what a splendid collection of novels 
you have, You won't mind me borrowing a few, will vou? 

Tlostcss, We\l—er—really, dear—er—that’s how 1 got them my- 
sclf, you know. + 


HExe’s a conundrum for you—something to ask over the nuts 
and wine at Christmas: Why does a blind beggar with nine 
youngsters resemble an over-ripe Stilton ?—Give it up, of course! 
Well, we'll tell you. Because they've both got a lot of little mites. 

es 
s 

Snripper. 1 see that et f of the “Iriv.,” is going to marry youn 
Battenball. Js he much of a catch? - 

Snapper. No, 1 don't think sv; but he’s not half a bad wickei- 
keeper. *\* 


She. Do you always smoke cigarettes, Mr. Dudely? 
fe, Oh, no! I usually leave off for meals and bed. 
ss 


s 
Debtor (meeting Creditor round corner, face ta face), Oh—cr— 
good morning—er—you must ‘scuse me—catch train—not a moment 
—er—most important. 
Creditor, My dear sir, if you would take half as much trouble to 
pay me as you do to avoid doing so, we should be square in a 
month, Good morning. + 


First Dear Young Thing. Only fancy, dear! he actually told me 
that I was the prettiest girl he knew. 
Second Dear Young Thing. Teeally! What a remarkably smal! 


circle of acquiintances he must have, 
ss 


* 
THE slavey duesn't yet exist, 
Who fails to drive one wild 
Ty leaving ope the door if cold 
And closing it if mild, 
7° 
Funnyman, Which would you rather do—look a bigger foo 
than you are, or be a bigger fool than you look ? 
Smith, H'm—I don’t know, I’m sure. Which doyouthink bert? 
—you've tricd often enough? *\* 


He. 1 intend to ook well around me before I marry, I mean to 
wed a girl with brains. 

She. How wise of you, Mr. Shallowby! They are useful on onc 
side or the other, *,° 


Author's Wife, Oh! dear, did you see that dreadful review of 
your new novel in the Planet? So unkind of them, considerin= 
you write for them, They said it was a book no self-respectins 
woman should read. 

Author, That's all right, my dear. I wrote that notice myself. 
And there isn’t one woman who reads it but won't order the novel 
straight off. It'll go into a second edition in no time. 

ees 


Ewery Monday. One Halfponny.- 


LARKS. 


Just Out. Sixteen Pages. One Penny. 


“CHRISTMAS LARKS.” 


Saturday, December 23, 1898.) 


TOOTSIE AT THE “PAV.” 


Wuart on earth is this? An old playbill of two pages, each page 

being twenty-six inches long, and peaied by my old friend, 

. 8. Johnson, of the “ Nas- 

sau Steam Press,” 60 St. 

Martin's Lane. Something 
like a programme, this. 

It is an Adelphi playbill, 
and the prices of admission 
—the “First Price “are 
Boxer, 4s.; Pit, 2e.; Gallery, 
le.; Stalls, Se. It is dated 
the 25th July, 1850, The 
performance begins with 7 he 
Emigré's Daughter,a domes- 
tic drama in two acts, by the 
author of Lucille,after which 
“an entirely new and original 
operatico, terpsychorean bur- 
lesque, in two acts, taken 
altogether from the French, 
in accordance with the 
fashion of the time,” entitled, 
Esmeralda (this is by Albert 
Smith, but it does not say so 
on the bill), to conclude with 
“the highly successful new 
and original farce in the vul- 
gar tongue, called, Jack in 
the Green, or Hints on Eti- 

uette, by Mark Lemon, Esq. 
Those were the days when 
actors worked hard. Wright 
spate in all three pieces ; 
Miss Woolgar, and Miss 
Kathleen Fitzwilliam, and 
Paul Bedford, and O. Smith 
in two, and Madame Celeste 
in the title éle of the bur- 


Nellie Navette. 


lesque. 

1 have described thus lengthily this brave, broad sheet to show 
that some of the theatres in those days were more of variety shows 
than many of our modern music-halls are now. Here we have 
aomething for the good and early box and pitites to cry over, then 
singing and dancing, and pantomime for the late arrivals, and to 
wind up with a broad farce full of Wright's latest gags and wheezes. 
Something tosuit most people I should think, and decidedly plenty 
of it, for when eleven oclock came they were not within sight of 
the end of the fun. The music-halls work hard, though, now, and 
have to do, with the theatres stealing their artistes, or giving 
imitations of them as the feature of the evening. 

You should see the Pavilion show, and, if not too late, the wrest- 
ling lion there, 
You need not 
be afraid, 
There is no 
danger— unless 
it be of dying 
of laughing. I[ 
am speaking 
now of the 
Griffiths’ lion. 
As to Prince, 
who wrestles 
with Alica- 
mouss (no re- 
lition of Poor 
Va), 1 am not 
so certain. It's 
awfully — thrill- 
ing, anyhow, 

Yannie Leslie 
has got a new 
song, “ The Gay 
Coquette,” in 
which she ex- 
plains how a / 
female party |; 
cancomeround }, 
a Johnnie and 
empty his little 

weket for him. 
t contains a 
fine moral les- 
son, which it 
would do Alex- 
andry good to 
hear. shall send him to hear it the first opportunity. 

Billie Barlow has worked up her song of “ Mashing the Band” 
into an enormous success. I wonder whether the band are really 
mashed? Ladies on the stage have, before now, married leaders, 
er Woolgar married Alfred Mellon, and Miss P. Horton, German 

teed. 

Miss Alice Maydue is decidedly and cleverly realistic in her 
rendering of “Strike me with a Baby in my Arms”; and Nellie 
ave immensely pleases one and all with her admirable 
dancing. 

Sam Redfern tells an awfully funny tale about a flea that steered 
n shipwrecked trew to Margate. J. W. Rowley has also one or 
two very catchy airs. George Robey tells you what he calls 
plucky ; and George Beauchamp's 
parody of “Monte Carlo” causes 
plenty of laughter. 

Eugene Stratton's Dane? 
Coloured Coon is a big hit, as it 
deserves to be. The quaintest 
verses are set to the quaintest of 
melodies, and the performance is 
awfully funny. 

Of a different style, but scream- 
ingly droll, is A Dark Night Before 
Us, given by the Brown, Newland 
and Le Clery combination, 

Fred Mason's style reminds me 
much of Arthur Roberts's, which is 
a very good style, too, as you will, 
no doubt, allow. 

Vanity Fair, the new and wond- 
erful illusion, is admirably worked 
ay Carl Hertz. Mile. D'Alton is 
placed in front of a erat mirror, 
and hidden by a screen—like tear 
‘s Teazle. Hertz then fires 1 pistol, 
the screen is removed, the lady has 
* removed herself, and is brought on 
from the wing. It is a thing to 
make you sit back and wink. Hertz 
gays it took him three years to think 
out. It would have taken me six. 

As to the rest of the attractio' 
they are so numerous, I can an 
need only brietily mention a few. 
There’s Albert Chevalier, the 
Coster CE a aes 3; there's ang Tae 
ya .ittle Tich; there are the ree 
aE eee? Romahs, human horizontal bar 
verformers; and Sells and Young, boneless lady and clown. 

Last, but not least—there is the ever genial Ted, to wish me 
good night anda Merry Christinas, 

“First hausom! Thank you, miss!” 


The Wrestling Lion. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ALLY’'S UNIVERSAL INFORMATION COLUMN. 


TITTUMS wants to know who discovered Gravity. ‘"Twere 
useless to tell TITTUMS what everybody knows except herself. 
We willonly say that theactual Inventor of Mirth was A. SLOPER, 
Doses (never known to fail in effect) to be had weekly, at 99 Shoe 
Lane, price One Penny. 

PIMPLES would be glad to know the rest of the poem which 
begins with the line, * The Boy stood on the Burning Deck,” as he 
wishes to use it as a recitation, In common humanity to the 
friends and relations of PIMPLES we refrain from placing in his 
ruthless clutch an instrument of deadly torture. 

PIGGYING wants to know what will keep PoPPYTOP from leaving 
her alone and going to his club, She does not see why he cannot 
give it up for her suke,as she has given up everything for his, We 
paul’ recommend a set of patent fetters. Nothing else will do, 
it is plain. 

Wompsy wants to knowabout going on the stage. Going on the 
stage is very easy. The real difticulty is to avoid coming off again. 

Presto is fond of parlour tricks, and would be glad if Mr. 
SLoPER would show him how a half-crown could be made to 
vanish, Mr. SLOPER will be pleased to impart the desired infor- 
mation when PREsTo sends the half-crown, (N.B.—It can be done 
in a bar much easier than in a parlour.) 

Tiny has a little dog which barks dreadfully at night. She 
wants to know how to stop it. The desired effect may be brought 
about with a yard of clothes-line with a noose at one end of it 
and a tree at the other. Has never yet been known to fail in 
silencing the most inveterate barker. 

SCUMBLE has painted a picture which has been registered by the 
Royal Academy. Considering the kind of thing the R.A. accept 
and cog we should say that SCUMBLE'S case was hopeless. 

Two LITTLE SHOES wants to know what is the cause of corns. 
Two little shoes, of course. Ask another! 

YounG Jenny wants to know what makes his spinster aunt's 
nose so red, Old Tom, we should say. 

TOTTLEs is a widow, fair, plunp, and of 1 cheerful disposition, 
who would like to take in a gentleman lodger. We have no doubt 
of it. ToTti.es had better see below. 

Spry is a smart young solicitor, who would like to be taken in by 
a widow of cheerful disposition. SPRY had better look above. 

TWINGES wants a cure for toothache. Tie one end of a ro 
round the offending molar, attach the other to a staple in the wall, 
and bribe your worst enemy to threaten you with a red-hot poker. 
If your worst enemy is not obtainable, your dearest friend will do 
as well. You won't be able to tell one from the other—after the 
operation. 

CuR10Us wants to know which soap Lady Macbeth washed her 
hands with. It A. Pears obviously unnecessary to answer this 


query. 

A SCOTCH THEOLOGIST would be glad to arrange for the pur- 
chase of a full-grown skeleton (female) as soon asthe present 
possessor has done using it. Here's a chance for a bony lassie / 

ANTIQUARIAN would be glad to be allowed inspection of the 
Sloper Family Till. The 8. F. T. may be seen in the Sloperian 
back-yard any week-day upon payment of a small sum for admis- 
sion. Its ramifications are numerous, and serves, when the clothes- 
line is over-crowded, to support the family washing. It is in 
excellent preservation, though the trunk has sutfered from cats, 
and regularly puts forth one leaf with the return of spring. Spar- 
rows have been known to pat upon it. The nation may one day 
awaken to the necessity of raiking in this valuvble relic.—A. 8. 

WINKIE would like to know how much Mr. SLOPER gets out of 
his “ HAL¥-HoLipay.” If WINKTE will call upon Mr, SLOPER at 
his pee residence any Saturday afternoon, Mr. 8. will be happy 
to show him what he will get out of a half-holiday. 

SCHOLAR wants to know the meaning of caput mortuum, We 
should recommend the inquirer to ask a theatrical manager. 


—_\_e—_—__ 


THE BEST OF IT. 


WE trust, dear friends, when Yule arrives 
You'll have a season fine of it : 
Lut, if your lives be wretched lives, 
Aud if you see no sign of it,— 
If vou have scanty hope to share 
The feast and joke and jest of it, 
We beg of you to not deayair, 
Lut try and make the best of it! 


Yon loved in youth the Yuletide’s glee, 
The frolic, fun, and game of it : 
Sut, toxsed and whirled on Life's rough sea ; 
You now detest the name of it. 
For sorrow's wave beneath you flows, 
And bears you on the crest of it : 
But woeful hearts make bitterer woes— 
Just try and make the best of it! 


We somehow find, as years increase, 
That life has lost the zest of it. 

ad hazards mar our peace— 

lucre, and the quest of it, 

Apostasy of friends ounce dear, 
1l-health, and all the rest of it: 

Yet Christmas comes but once a year— 
We'll try and make the best of it! 


Laie oaeEnEREND 


ALL ARRANGED! 


THE mle, washy December sunshine streams through half a dozen 
stained-glass windows upon the group at the altar. It isa pretty 
and impressive sight—oue that we may see almost any day, especi- 
ally now that the winter's fairly set in: the young bride, trembling 
and nervous, who has been sitting up all night reading the service 
and committing the “cues” for the responses to heart ; the hand- 
some young bridegrvom, flushed but self-reliant; the venerable 
vicar; the bridesmaids; the relatives; and all the tag-rag and 
bobtail from the village. And, concluding the first portion of the 
invocation, the clergyman lifts his eyes from his book for a second, 
and, addressing the back pews, asks : 

“Tf there is any person present who knows of just cause or 
impediment why ‘these two should not be joined together in 
holy matrimony, let him speak now, or for ever after hold his 

peace, 
‘ The good man pauses fora few moments. It is seen that the 
bridegroom's “ best man” is half a mind to say something, but can’t 
make up the other half. Fora second he makes a futile attempt to 
catch the bridegroom's eye, but can't. He is horribly conscious of 
the fact that he ought to reply to the minister's question, but 
equally afraid of “putting his foot in it.” At length, arriving at 
the conclusion that he'd better makeaclean breast of it, he replies : 

“Of course, I don't knon, sir, but I don’t think there'll be any 
objection. The only ‘impediment’ I've ever heard of was young 
Wotherspooner from the next village, and he’s in bed witha broken 
aw.” 
: And then, as the verger endeavours to turn the reporter of the 
South Wurzleton Heraldand Burleymow Sentinel out, for exploding 
with laughter, the happy knot is tied. 


—_———_»—__—. 


Ewery Thursday. Ome Halfpenny. 


QUIPS. 


Just Out. One Halfpenny. 


“CHRISTMAS QUIPS.” 


TWENTY-FOUR PAGES. 
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HE KNEW IT OUGHT TO COME OUT. 


= 

THE stalwart young man, who had come in by the early pig-train 
from Berkshire, went round looking for a dentist. He entered a 
smart — establishment, 
with china smiles in 
the window, and arti- 
ficial palates neatly 
disposer nst black 
velvet backgrounds in 
show eases hanging on 
each side of the door, 

The man of molars 
received him = with 
dazzling smiles, He 
rubbed his hands atl. 
ably, and inquired, 
looking up at his col- 
oxsal visitor : 

“What can T do for 
you, sir? Pray sit 
down.” 

The younz man sat 
down, thus bringing his 
head to a level with 
the dentist's eye. Then 
he opened a cavernous 
mouth, into which the 
dentist peered with pro- 
fessional interest. 

“Decayed tooth. I 
see, And it has been 
aching lately?” 
uke young man nod- 


ed, 
“Do you wish it 


instruments and set to work. It was a huge tooth, and had a 
mammoth cave init. The dentist knew he ted 
determined to charge accordingly. 

“I¢ will take,” mused the dentist, “at least thirty shillings'worth 
of gold. Do you mind?” 

“Not at all,” gurgled the young man._ So the dentist filled and 
filed, and hammered. It was a lovely job when it was done. And 
then the young man got up and took his hat, and smiled, and was 
going away. 

“Stop!” cried the dentist. 

“What for!” asked the young man, inquiringly. 

“There's something to 
pay ! ” 
he young man waved 


his ares hand. 

“I doan't want your 
money. You tooka deal 
o’ trouble over that 
tooth. Call it square.” 

“T call it a do!” said 
the dentist ; “and 1 call 
you a swindler; 
shall call a policeman if 
you don't pay what you 
owe! Didn't you come 
in here and ask to have 
your tooth stopped?” 

“That I didn't!” re- 
sponded the young man, 

“ You came in here 
sat down on a chair!” 

“You asked me to.” 

“And said you'd got 
the toothache——” 

“f didn’t! [ only 
opened my mouth; and 
you looked into it, and 
said I'd a decayed tooth, 
Soot it = been aches 
ately. wasn't gol 
to tell a lie! It had 
been aching, like thunder 
and lightning! And 
yon asked me whether I'd like the pain ile oom 

“T asked you whether you'd have the tuoth stopped, you animated 
mangold wurzel !" 

“Well, you didn’t say so plainly, And if you had—of course, it 
was natural that I should say I did. Everybody with hollow teeth 
wants to have ‘em stopped.” 

“ And you chose gold instead of composition !” 

“Yer a liar! I left it to you. And how could I see what you 
was puttin’ in?) A man hain’t got eyes in his mouth!” 

“There's thirty shillings'worth of gold there, and my work's 
fifteen more. If you don’t believe me, I'll convince you by taking 
it out and showing it to you.” 

The young man from Berkshire considered a moment, and then 
sat down in the operating chair. 

The dentist got his tiles and scrapers, and set to work. But the 
stopping was too well done, His thirty shillings'worth of precious 
metal remained embedded in the jaw of the young man from 
Berkshire. 

Then a bright idea came to him. He would pull out that tooth. 
And he did. The young 
man from the country 
swore, but the dentist ~~~ 
held on. He got out of | 
the chair and walked |; 
round the room, but the | 
dentist hung on to the 
tooth with the tenacity 
of abull-dog. Andat last 
it gave way, with a 
crash, as the dentist, who 
had been heavily kicked 
in the stomach, collapsed 
in the sink-basin. 

The young man from 
the country preyared to 
go when he had staunched 
the effusion of gore. 

“I knew that tooth 
ought to come out,” he 
eaid; “and it has. It’s 
taken a deal of work, and 
adeal of time, and_ it's 
only fair I had something 
to pay me for my 
trouble.” 

He put the golden 
grinder in’ his pocket. 

“Good-day !" he said, 
in) mellitluous accents. 
* And if ever you paviee 
Syne down to Berkshire buying pigs——don't forget to give me 
alook up. 

Then he went away, and the dentist came out of the basin, and 
marked a bad debt on the book, 


It was a lovely job. 


Collapsed in the sink-basin. 
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AN UNWELCOME GUEST AT CHRISTMAS. 
“Tell your master ] thought I'd drop in as I was in 
the ueighbourhood—Mr. Influenza.” 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIEB'S FRIENDS. 


ne, 


No. 318—Mis8 ANNIE BRISTOW. 
“My fondest dream's to call sweet Annie mine !” 
—The Dook Snook, 
“T'd forfeit all to win her sweetest smile.” —Lord Bob. 


“The earth can boust no fairer maid than she.” 
— The Hon. Billy. 


(1) “Dang me,” said the Elder, “here's McSwine comin’; Aw'll jist dive,” 


“There's Charlie skating again, instead of going to busi- 
nese; 1 wonder how he expec’ 
“ Well, he is evidently making a name for bimself, anyhow.” 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ts to get on in the world?” 


“T've got his name on the tip of my tongue, but can't, for the life 
me, remember it.” “Well, let's have a look. Dear me, why, 
there it is—John Smith—to be sure.” 


[Saturday, December 23, 1893, 


“ Decorating the church was a failure this 
year. Our two curates are laid up with cobis, 
and consequently not a single girl turned 
up."—£xtract from Letter of Young Lady, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—WILLIAM ELTON, Esq. 


“Call this a Life of Pleasure!" cried A. SLOPER, mournfully, as he emerged from 
Drury Lane stage-door clothed in dust, paint, size, sawdust and shavings; “ 60 near 
the festive season, tuo; and Sir Auyustus never so much as to offer to celebrate same 
even to the extent of a modest twopen‘north, Oh, Sir Gus, Sir Gus, ‘tis not what I 
expected of ye!” wailed the Old Man, taking a copy of his “CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS” 
from his pocket and wiping away a tear. The fact is, the F.O.M. had been cele- 
brating the festive season with the Shoe Lane staff, individually and collectively, 
from rosy morn to sey eve, and had got a bit fogged, and had meandered to the 

terview his old friend Billy Elton, forgetting for the moment that 4 Liye 
of Pleasure had been transferre! to the Princess's. Seeing Sir Augustus Harris's 
carriage waiting at the door, he flung himscif into it with the air of a man used to 
that kind of thing. “To the Princess's,” he eaid. He was immediately flung out, 
and had to walk. When in front of that famous house he stepped into the middle of 
the road, “I stand,” he observed, “on hallowed ground, "Twas on this spot young 
Barrett «wore, on bended knee, thus——" “Look here,” said a policeman, “if you 


think you're going to start the three-card trick in the middle of Oxford Street, 


MORE DAMPNESS, 
2 


(2) “Dear me!" said McSwine, “the Elder's gane whaur there's no 
muckle water, but muckle need o't.” 


you're mistook. Now, ‘ook it!" “Call this a A Life of Measure!” again A.SLOPER 
sighed, as he male his way tothe Princess's stagealour, “Ah, Billy, I've canvht 
you !” cried he, as he encountered that excellent comedian, Mr, William Elton, as the 
Jew, Isidore Scasi, behind the scenes, “Was glad to welcome you back to Loudon 
in The Wedding Ere, We don't mean to lose you again ina hurry, Billy. Lor! it 
seems but the week before last that you were playing Caliban in the Gaiety Ari. 
and the Shah in Camaralzaman—d'ye mind, Billy? The High Priest, too, iu ur 
dielen, poor Reece's last burlesque. Let's see, then there was Galatea and I’ygmalivn, 
The Wet Day—that reminds me, remarkably dry night for this time of year, don't 
you think ?—erceedingly dry, William. Oh 1" to himself, as he moistened his parche! 
ips, “he don't take.” Then alond, * Look here, I've come to interview you. Now, 
what is your favourite beverage?” Then aside, “That ought to fetch him, espevi- 
ally so near Christmas, Now, as for myself——" Bang, bang, fizz. bang! A rule 
of soldiers, fur the battle scene bad commenced, and A. SLOPER fled for his life into 
the street. Call this a Life of Pleasure!" he gasped, as he turned his steps Lutter- 
seawurds, and proceeded tu the bosom of his family. 


(3) “Noo, sonnie, dinna grumble; ye see Aw'm awfu' guid at guidin’ 
folk intae the paths o' virtue.” 


saturday, December 28, 1893.) 
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The poor in vain will not appeal For coin to buy a decent meal :—The pirate tries his usual trick, 

ucen's staghounds, once more whilst out, In search of 


As this will be my Inst chance of addressing you before the festive season, I may as well do 
my duty at once by wishing one and all a “ Very Merry Christmas,” at the same time expreeng a But one man wants to ride on tick :—The Q 
hope that whilst revelling in seen you will not forget your poorer brethren.—A calm, a yell,a sport the country scout :—Starved, starved to death, a cruel shame; A blot upon Old England's 
vivid flash, Was followed 5 dreadful crash :—The genial clown, of jovial joke, Once more his fun Jaws Oe Christmas Appeal Fund is still open. Even one solitary Seppe will be thankfully 
ieyins to poke :—Gay Leighton found whenat the schools, The scholars there were far from fools:— ‘accepted and gratefully acknowledged.——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
THE POOR GIRL DIDN'T KNOW, YOU KNOW. 


C4: 


\ 


A TELL-TALE. 


ANOTHER CHRISTMAS SPECTRE. 
The ghost of a murdered tune, 


He, Who is that idiotio-looking fellow ? 
She. The one who is standing? My eldest brother, 
He. T mean the one dancing. Cousin Amy, When are you going to learn to tie sonr own ties, George? My brother always manages his, 
Cuusin Georye. Ab, but, thea, he's a brother, not a cuusin, aud that makes a deal of differeuce, 


She. My youngest brother. 


“Don't attempt to explain, old man—but there's a hairpin 
in your coat.” 


—_ a” wrt) 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


——— 


A MERRY CHRISTMAS, 

Yes, that is what A. SLOPER wishes every one of his readers, 
bi and small, and be assured the Wreck means it from the bottom 
of his soft? old heart. 
But there are one or 
two things absolutely 
necessary in order to 
spend a really festive 
time — health, a fair 
amount of wealth, and 
“ALLY SLOPER'S 
CurRIstMAas HOLI- 
Days.” This last is 
absolutely — indispens- 
able, Without the giant 
production, with — its 
merry jests, its charm- 
ing pictures, and its 
tuneful music, half the 
he enjoyment of 
‘ule Tide is missing. It 
only costs twopence, 
but, take our tip for it, 
it's more necessary to 
have in the house than 
the biggest turkey or 
the most colos of 
puddings. If there is 
any benighted indivi- 
dual yet without it, let 
him repair his fatal error 
without delay. 

s 


s 

ONCE again have we been the recipients of a parcel of Christmas 
Crackers from Tom Smith and Co., Wilson Street, E.C., and, what 
is more, have no hesitation in asserting that each and every one of 
the boxes sent for our examination are well up to the excellent 
average of preceding years. This firm, in their own line of business, 
stand unrivalled throughout England. Messrs, G. Sparagnapane 
and Co., Milton Street, E.C., have also obliged us with a few samples 
of their Christmas novelties, most of which are both novel and 
pretty in design. In spite of competition, the latter firm are coming 
to the top by leaps and bounds, *,° 

THE rumour that A, SLOPER has given up “ Unsweetened” and 
taken on Kops Ale is altogether without foundation, However 
invigorating the latter beverage may be to the ave individual, 
as far as the Eminent is concerned, t most certainly is xo Kop. 


s 

THE Mildewed never had the least idea ladies’ clubs existed in 
any appreciable manner. The Lady is now running a series of 
papers which, it is anticipated, 
will create a bit of a sensation 
among the fair sex. They will 
describe the Women’s Clubs in 
London, and _ will give a vivid 
picture of the inner history 
of the emartest and most popu- 
lar of them. The writer is a 
well-known member of Club- 

nd. ad 


HERE we are, you see, almost & 
on the eve of Christmas, and 
poor and sad indeed the home 
where some sort of merry- 
making is not purposed in 
recognition of the season. But 
there are homes—if such a 
sacred title can be used to 
describe the destitute abodex  / 
of misery and squalour—where 
grim poverty and suffering 
will reign instead of peace 
and plenty. It isto brighten 
these that A. SLOPER puts 
in a word. He wants all 
of you, who wish to enjoy a 
happy Christmas, to increase 
that happiness by giving a 
tritle towards our Annual Fund 
for the relief of some of Lon- 
don'’s poor. There! The Old 
Man knows you won't refuse him a trifle. 
and a Merry Christmas in advance. 


s 

THene is a dark suspicion abroad that the Ball's Pond Banditti 
have at last succeeded in wreaking vengeance upon Society. It is 
stated pretty plainly that a number of infernal machines of 
diabolical construction have been sent out broadcast, inclosed in 
Christmassy looking hampers. The truth of the awful rumour can 
only be ascertained by | alg eee! next week's Larks /—that 
shining ha'penny comic which has sprung 8o rapidly into fame. 


Take his blessing 


s 

IN order to make room for the pantomime, that greatest of all 
Drury Lane dramas, A Life of Pleasure, has been removed intact 
to the Princess's, At its new home it will unfailingly continue to 
draw the huge audiences which have witnessed it since its produc- 
tion at Sir Augustus’s theatre in the autumn, until such time as 
the curtain. falls finally ve Robinson Crusoe, when it will 
yo back to Old Drury. .l Life of Pleasure is full of vitality. 


AFTER 2 spell of ill luck which has extended over a space of 
twelve months, fortune has once more deigned to smile upon 
Terry's Theatre. In Gud- 
geona, the management have 
secured one of the most pro- 
nounced successes of the 
season. Well constructed 
and as smartly written as 
anything we have previous] 
witnessed, the comedy is 
well worthy of patronage 
from the whole of Cockney- 
“A dom. Engaged in the inter- 
Wy pretation of the piece, we 
7 tind the names of Sybil Car- 
lisle, Janette Steer, Murray 
Carson and Herbert Waring. 
Each of these artistes’ ti 
worthy of a word of praise, 
especially the latter. We do 
not recollect ever seeing 
Herbert in « character more 
suitable to his peculiar 
talents than the one he fills 
in Gudgeons, s 


s 

THE statement that the 
Dook Snook, encournged 
by the enormous success of 

uips, is about to start a 
similar paper on his own 
account, is a tarradiddle, 
Snooky may feel a_ bit 
envious of the brilliant 
ha‘p’orth, but he’s got too 
much good sense to attempt to rival it, Like everyone else, he 
knows it can't be done. 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE new Alhambra Ballet, Don Quizote, is a veritable triumph. 
Much intelligent thought has been expended in this tasteful pro- 
duction, and all the va- . 
rious vicissitudes passed 
through by the eccentric 
Don and the trusty 
Sancho Panza are de- 
ricted with more faith. 

ulness to Cervantes’ 
great classic than would 
have been considered 
possible by most people 
in a ballet at a variety 
theatre. The characters 
of Don Quixote and his 
faithful exquire have, for 
instance, been modelled 
after the famous pictures 
of the twain by Gustave 
Dore, whilst the oppor- 
tunity for the effective 
introduction of local 
colour must be obvious, 
and is certainly taken 
full advantage of. The 
scenery is of the usual 
elaborate description, 
and M. Jacobi’s music 
exceptionally _ tuneful. 
In fact, Don Quixote is 
perh: ie the most pleas- 
ing of all previous pro- 
ductions at this famous 
home of ballet, and 
it certainly is deserving of an exceptionally lengthy run there. 


s 
A 8MALL collection of choice water-colour drawings by the best 
masters, including works by D. Cox, P. de Wint, 8. Prout, Sir John 
Gilbert, R.A., Alma Tadema, Rosa Bonheur, W. Hunt, Carl Haag, 
B. Foster, etc., will be on view for a short time at Messrs. Thomas 
McLean's Gallery, in the Haymarket. They should be seen. 


- 

THE Mildewed Mound has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon Mrs, PATRICK CAMPBELL, because she’s 
a sterling actress, “Feyther,’ remarked the Cerulean-Orbed, 
“ you've dropped on a real deservin’ case this time, and no mistake. 
The way Mrs. C. ‘olds the ‘ouse as Zhe Second Mrs. Tangucray, is 
somethink sublime, I think.” And the i smiled benignly 
upon his son and heir, and made up his mind to train him up as a 
dramatic critic, *¢ 


“ HERE we are again!” as our friend Joey is so fond of observing 
on his first appearance for the season on the pantomime stage. 
Yes, here x 
are again,rig 
slap bang in 
the midst of 
Christmas fes- 
tivities. It is 
curious what a 
hold Christ- 
se has upon 

e ai 
Ene, ix 
whatever 
country he re- 
sides, Christ- 
mas Day is 
singled out as 
the day of the 
year for mirth, 
social inter- 
course and 
general fes- 
tivity. Bury 
him ina coal 
mine, set him 
atloat alone on 
the ocean, 
transport him 
to the North 
Pole, isolate 
him in what- ~ 
ever way you 
will, a real Englishman will always manage to enjoy himself in 
some way or another on the day in question, 


s 

As business in the House of Commons during the last few weeks 
has been almost at a standstill, A. SLOPER thinks it only fair for 
the country at large that the sitting should be continued through- 
out the Christmas holidays. To save time, dinner might be served 
up in the House of Commons itself on Christmas day, say about 
7 p.m., with the Speaker presiding over the festivities, and doling 
out sausages, turkey and plum posding asthey are required. After 
dinner a half-hour might well be spared for recreation. Members 
then might participate in their favourite pastimes as well as at 
their own homes. Perhaps the Premier will kindly accept the 
Eminent’s suggestion for what it is worth, 


s 
_ Messrs. HILDESHEIMER & Co. have as usual produced a charm- 
ing assortment of Christmas Cards, Many of them are delightfully 
unique, as well as highly artistic, and those good folk who have 
not yet purchased, should see Messrs. Hildesheimer’s stock before 
doing so. ee 

s 


WHETHER warm, cold, or whatever may be the state of the 
weather, skating is always associated with the Festive Season, 
They seem al- 
most asinsep- 
arable as tur- 
key and sau- 
sages or plum 
are and 

randy sauce. 
Although, up 
tothe present, 
this winter, 
Jack Frost 
has caused no 
inconveni- 
ence, the Bri- 
tish Public, so 
far as the 
weather is 
concerned, 
never know 
their luck. 
A word or 
two of advice 
to skating 
loveliness 
would there- 
fore not be 
out of pace. 
First of all, if you have two nadmirers—one slender 


the other 
plump—always select the former for your partner on the ice : it is 
safest, and may prevent a wetting. Secondly, never fall without 
your partner is near enough to catch you: it saves bruises. Finally, 
when your best friend ungracefully tlops on the ice, never burst 
out laughing. and attract as many people's attention to her ludi- 
crous predicament as you can; it might cause unpleasantness, 


[Saturday, December 23, 1893, 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR TUE WEEK ENDING 30TH DECEMBER, 1593, 
—— 

24th December, 1868.—The Metropolitan District Ray) 
was this day opened bet ween Weattalnster and ranqe a 

,25th December, 1676. — The compiler of this Cu»), 
Chronicle would adopt the advice of good old Sir Matthew Hal. 
the celebrated jurist and philosopher, who died on the aboye lit 
and—* Pray for my reader's health, and drink for my own.” It w: 
doubtless an instance of resolute temperance that inspired the pox 
when he penned the following lines ; 

“Even from my heart much health I wish, 
No health Pi wast with drink ; 
Tlealth’s wishd—not wash"d—in wonls, not wine, 
To be the best I think.” 

26th December, 1890,—A newapaper of this date <4 
“* Infant phenomena,” in the style of the Siamess Twins, jay 
according to a telegram received from Cannes, just made the 
appearance in a village in the neighbourhood of that tow 
The babies, who belong to the fair sex, are connected by 
ligament which binds them back to back, but, barring 1}, 
eccentricity of nature, they are described as being remarkably w. 
formed, and apparently very healthy. Their mother is a Freon, 
woman, of twenty-five summers, whose family has been settled j 
the village for years.” 


27th December, 1889.—A painful story is reported this « 
from Périgueux. A youth of twenty, under sentence of death {¢ 
the murder of an old couple under circumstances of great atrocit 
was executed the other morning. Owing to his youth he expects 
that his sentence would be commuted ; and when the executic:, 
and attendant officials appeared in his cell, roused him from |; 
sleep, and told him he must die, he resisted to the utmost, uttvrit 
piercing screams, which could be heard outside the gaol. He },, 
to be held down to have the fatal toilette G rb frosg' al he fous 
with the executioner and the gendarmes, and had to be carried! 
the guillotine, ecreaming all the time at the top of his voice. T 
executioner had to pull the young man’s head through the lunet 
by main force, keep’ ng hold of his ears with either hand until t 
knife fell and ended this ghastly scene. 


28th December, 1667.—“To the King’s house,” says Pep 
under this date, “and there saw The Mad Couple, which is but ; 
ordinary play; but only Nell’s and Hart's mad parts are mu 
excellent done—but especially hers. It pleased us mightily to 
the natural affection of a poor woman, the mother of one of t! 
children brought on the stage; the child, crying, she by force 
upon the stage and took up the child and carried it away.” 


29th December, 1889.—A curious incident occurred duri ay 
the thick fog this day (Sunday). An elderly lady from the count 
specially desirous of hearing the Rev. Newman Hall preac 
managed, owing to the darkness, to find her way into St. Georg: of 
Roman Catholic Cathedral, instead of Christ Church, Westminst 
Bridge , the two edifices being close to each other. Onh ae 
return she was asked by her friends whether she had been pleas 
with her expedition. “Pleased!” she cried, “1 was downrig 
shocked! 1 couldn't understand a word of the service, and if th: 
was Newman Hall who preached, it’s my belief he's more than tw 
thirds a Roman Catholic!” Happily, inquiry and explanati 
subsequently restored her faith. ie 


30th December, 1825.—The Evening Mail of this di 
says: “It is singular that Parliament has assembled on a Suni: 
in consequence of the death of the sovereign, no less than th 
times during the present and the three preceding reigns: 
George I., on occasion of the death of Queen Anne ; in George II 
in George IV., on the death of George III. It is also equi! 
singular that the first three Edwards should have occupied a sy: 
of time considerably exceeding a century, and that the reign: as 
the first three Georges should also have occupied a similar periv 
Edward I. ascended the throne November 16th, 1272; Edward | to 
July 7th, 1307; Edward IIL, January 25th, 1327. These thr 
monarchs ruled England 104 years, 7 months and 12 days. 
reign of the late King terminated on Saturday, January 0th, I>: 
the time occupied by the reigns of the three Georges was 105 yea 
6 months and 29 days.” 


eee 
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STITCH, STITCH, STITCH! 


STITCH, stitch, stitch, 
In the dead of the dead-long night, 
And no tongue could utter the anguish which 
I feel in my woesome plight. 
Alone in my harrowing pain, 
Alone with my direful fears, 
And the strings of my heart they are rent in twain, 
And my cheeks they are wet with tears. 


Stitch, stitch, stitch, 
And the flame of my farthing dip 
Burns green and red with the cuss-words which 
From my larynx insanely skip. 
And well may I rave and cuss 
Till my cat drops dead in affright ; 
For what have I done to be tortured thus 
In the dead of the dreary night? 


Stitch, stitch. stitch, 
Yet no shirt-sewing wretch am 1; 
I fed yest’re’en on a fine fat flitch, 
And | feasted on rhubarb Be. 
And I crouch by my lonely bed, 
And groan like a warrior shot ; ; 
For I fear that the morning will tind me dead— 
‘Tis a stitch in my side I've got! 


ee ee 


TO A FAIR CORRESPONDENT. 


For a considerable period now, A. SLOPER has conducted h 
“ Editorial Correspondence” in rhyme. But “ Annie of the Apiary 
asa young lady dating from Woollamalloolloo, N.8.W., signs he 
self, propounds a poser that can only be reps to in prose of t! 
prosiest. “ What is the safest way to transfer bees without gett! 
stung, stang, or stinged by the bees’ business ends?” she asks. 

Frankly, ‘Annie, ‘A, SLOPER'S education, so far as bee transf 
ence is concerned, has been cruelly neglected. He has never trim! 
ferred a single bee. He transferred a return-half of a railway tick 
toa man once, and the man did “time”; and he transferred |: 
affections once from Mrz. 8. toa fair young creature, who jerk: 
at a beer-engine in Farringdon Street—also with unhappy resi! 
But bee transference is quite another matter. However, as you y 
taken the thing in hand in earnest, he'll give youa leg-up if he « 
The safest way would be to administer chloroform to them ; or \' 
might catch the particular bees you desired and muzzle them. tt 
muzzle, by the way, should be worn in the place where the busi 
usually aces. ii 

A poultice of wet rand isa handy thing to have by you w ' 
‘ie are practising bee transference for the tirst time, Annie, eae 

's inadvisable to have the manager of your Sunday school withi 
earshot. That is all that ‘A. SLOPER can tell you about “the sav 


way to transfer bees, 
a ce 


Ewery Wednesday. Twmropence- 


JUDY. 


Just Out. Threepence. 


JUDY ALMANA 


For 1894. 


saturday, December 23, 1893.] 
THE COMING OF SANTA CLAUS. 


Now's the time when 
neighbours meeting 
Give each other friendly 
greeting, 
For now near us Yule- 
tide draws, 
Also in this season hearty 
Comes that ever - wel- 
come party, 
Whom the bairns call 
Santa “ Claws.” 
What presents will ho 
bring the nation? 
What gifts for each rank 
and station? 
Ah! the question makes 


us pause ! 
a _ Ladeo ‘mid 
= Christmas pealings 
No Warmer sympathies and 
feelings? 
Do so; good old Santa 
* Claws.” 


Take each hearts’ gar- 
den friend—and weed 
it! 


it! 
Bring work to thousands 
who now need it. 
Bring us love for Charity's laws, 
Bring us Hope—Despair e'er mocking. 
Drop all these in Life's large stocking, 
Stocking-filling Santa “ Claws.” 
—_— 


A ROMANCE OF CHRISTMAS. 

TuE Christmas festivities were nt their height at the Jamjon's 
hospitable mansion, that most desirable of all the desirable resi- 
dences in the aristocratic neighbourhood of Denmark _ Hill. 
Brightly burned the forty-two shilling Wallsend in the well fur- 
bished grate, and innumerable gas-jets shed their refulgent light 
upon the joyous scene. Snugly ensconced at the card table sat the 
cheery host and hostess, their old friend Boppinjoy, and Mrs. 
Jamjon’'s wealthy maiden aunt, who, although strongly opposed to 
sambling as a rule, had been induced to play halfpenny point 
whist, just. because it aras Christmas, you know. Here and there, 
about the big drawing-room, an engrossed young couple pored over 
a photo album, with heads suspiciously close together, or giggled 
and blushed over the amorous mottoes extracted from the Christmas 
crackers, whilst, at the large table, upon which stood the remains 
of a rich dessert, and glistening decanters of Gilbey's priceless 
vintages, the other members of the party worked themselves into 
a state of feverish excitement over the allurement of “speculation.” 

All were happy, all engaged : and none noticed the tall, well knit 
figure of young Laurence Waterlane, as he stepped from the 
brilliantly lighted 
apartment into the 
cool, not to say 
beastly chilling air, 
of the adjoining 
conservatory. Pecer- 
ing into the dark- 
ness he could just 
distinguish a white- 
robed figure at the 
further end. which, __ 
as his eyes became 
more aceustomed 
to the gloom, re- 
solved itself into 
the singularly love- 
lv form of the fair 
Hilda Jamjon, re- 
clining upon the 
wrought iron gar- 
den seat which 
adorned the further 
end of the conser- 
vatory. Coughing 
slightly, the young 
man strode across the tiled floor and bent fondly over her. 
“Hilda,” he said, softly —“ Hilda, my own darling, why have you 
sought this solitude ?—why, when all are gay, have,you flown to this 
wi nook?” 

The fair girl turned her dark orbs upon him and sighed. 

* Hilda,” exclaimed Laurence, anxiously, “you are not yourself 
to-night; tell me, darling—confide in me.” 

But Hilda only pushed the hand he laid upon her somewhat 
impatiently away, “Don't, Laurence,” she said; “you — you 
worry me.” 

“Worry you, Hilda,” he exclaimed, wonderingly. “Ah! I see, I 
have disturbed you, perhaps ; broken in upon you when you would 
fain have been alone. Forgive me, darling. Your face has a sweet, 
pensive look upon it that tells me you are thinking of bygone 
Ohriuitaacenscirenine else of joyous ones in the future when——” 

He broke off suddenly, as Hilda motioned him to stop. 

“Oh, please don't worry me!” she said, entreatingly, “it’s 
nothing like that, only I had two such whopping big helps of 
that rich goose and pudding for dinner, that I fecl as bilious as 
a pork sausage.” 


> ITRAVL 
wetted Sanyo 
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GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
Lucir D'ALMAYNE,. 
THERE'S one peculiar fea- 


ture 
About this lovely creature, 
That's worthy of narra- 
tion 
Intwords of approbation. 
For Lucie, lithe and 
sprightly, i 
Performsa marvel nightly, 
Which ne'er another person 


through 

The whole wide universe 
can do. 

When Maud or Martha 
dances, ances 


The “management” en- 
Thecharm of her careering 
With limelight round her 
veering. (teth, 
But, when our Luce gyra- 
From her there emanateth 
So bright a beam, that for 
acan {light man. 
Of beer goes forth the lime- 


Nay, further, while she’s 
dancing, 

And like a fairy prancing, 

Her twinkling — tootsies 
shine so, [so, 

And spread a blaze benign 
That—lest the folks orchestral 
(Like Gre -ian youths ancestral) 

fe smitten blind.ter thereabout— 
The guv‘nor puts the footlizhts out! 


ALLY SLOPER’'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


—— 


FREEMASONS’ TAVERN, GREAT QUEEN STREET, W.C., 
November 27th, 1893. 

My Dear ALLY,—I have to thank you, on behalf of the members 
of the Old Acquaintance Musical Society, for the honour you have 
done them by bestowing upon me, their hon. secretary, a gift of 
inestimable value—your most noble “ Order of Merit.” They wish 
me to inform you that upon your next visit to our “Cave of 
Harmony " the glasses will tlow with cooland refreshing Gin—your 
favourite beverage. We all send our love to dear Tootsie, and long 
life and happiness to you und all your amiable Family. Now and 
henceforth four hundred doors will be left wide open every Saturday 
for the reception of you and yours. 

SAM J. PALLANT. 


Yours ever, 
17 HAMILTON TERRACE, St. JomN’s Woop, N.W., 
December With, 18%. 
Dear. S1r,—I inclose you a cheque of One Guinca for your 
“Christmas Appeal,” and am, yours faithfully, 
HM. STACY MARKS, 


ee 


SLOPER’'S VAGARIES. 
No. 197.—IIE TRIES TO SUBSIDIZE THE PUBLIC PROSECUTOR. 
A. SLOPER schemed a glorious scheme 
To cause his readers’ hearts to teem 
With pleasure, and their eyes to gleam 
Yith undiluted joy, 

He sought the Publie Prosecu- 
Tor out, and said, * I mean to dew 
A kind and generous act, if vew 

Will help me, dear old boy 1” 


The Public Prosecutor cried, 
“Expound your plan.” And Storer shicd 
A wink at him, and thus replied : 
“My readers all I'll ask 
To while each dreary Christmas night 
In puzzling o'er some problem slight, 
And promise fifty sovereigns bHEht 
To each who does the task. 


* And thus I'll cause a wave of mirth 

To undulate through all the earth ; 

But, when the season comes to birth 
For sending out the cash, 

Then you must round the corner pop, 

And on my competition drop, 

And straight, with rigorous rancour, slop 
A lottery game so rash! 


“Yon twig the splendid wheeze, dear boy? 
‘Twill fill Britannia’s homes with joy, 
‘Twill many a leisure hour employ, 

"Twill help my circulation : 
Yet ne‘er a penny piece I'll lose, 
And, for your aid, 1 cannot choose 
But send to youa case of booze 

For Christmas delectation 1" 


The Prosecutor rose in ire, 

The Prosecutor's eyes shot fire, 

And with a sob the Mildewed Sire 
Went mournfully abroad ; 

And in a dreary coal-vault penned, 

His dreary Christmas he must spend, 

Lest his poor frame they apprehend 
For striving to defraud ! 


TW oOorPrENCE. 
Post free, Threepence. 


JUST OUT. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED, 


A CHARMING SONG, 


“A CHRISTMAS LULLABY,” 
Specially composed by Wax Canryi., 
The words by GEORGE BR. Sims. 


AND A DOUBLE-PaGE PLAte, By W. F, Toomas 
(measuring 22in. x 15in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS PARTY. 


Amongst many other special attractions will be found 
A Canroon, by W. F. THomas, 


CHRISTMAS GREETINGS, 


AND A LARGE Dnawine, BY HAL Lupiow, 


BOXING NIGHT AT THE “FRIV.” 


(Representing Tootsic's Skirt Dance, with Sroren’s Limelight 
Efivets). 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 
never before published, 
TWOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tne SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOoK LANE, Lonpoy, E.C. 


NOT UP TO THE STANDARD. 

First Thicf. What has become of Robbim, with whom you used 
to be so friendly? 

Second Thief, Oh, Thad to cut the fellow! I was ashamed to be 
seen in the street with him! 

First Thief. Why!) What did he do? 

Second Thief, Why, the fellow allowed himself to be caught by 
a green detective, quite new to the business, I couldn't stand that! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPBAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £41 9s. 64d. 

SINCE RECEIVED :—ALLY SLOPER, Esq., F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £1; 
J. B. CLARKE, 102, 6d.; G. GOODBURN, 10s, 6d.; D. J. D., 28. 0d.; MATSIE, 28, 11d: 
A.C. G., 1s, 80.5 F. DYE, 15s: A.J. M., F.0.8., 2s. Gd.: B, W. E. (Cambridge), 
2s, 6d: W. M. C. A., 10s.; W. J. FP. 3B. 2s. 6d.; “ NOMEN,” 28,; “AN IT” (Man- 
chester), 28. 6d.; Yeovil, 1s. 6d; “ToL,” 18.5 G. LEIGHTON, 538.5 ANON, 
(Liverpool), 18.; J. R. 28. 0d.; M. (Paris), 1s; PENZANCE, 58.; “BABY AND MF,” 
5s.; J. E. GLEADELI, 2 “Honest,” 5s.; Dr. Tom ROBINSON, £1 1s.; 
Cant. HERTZ, 10s. 6d. ; 4.; 1. STACY MARKS, £1. 18.; R. M. PATTISON, 
£1; H. GIpNEY, 2s, 6d.; R. W. HEDLEY, 6d.; RASBERY, 2d.; SYMPATHY 
(Farsley), 6d.; “ PETER,” £1; WARWICK REYNOLDS, 52,; J, W. DOODSON, 25,5 
“ JERSEY.” £1; LEONARD MIDDLETON, £1 1s.; WILLIAM WHITELY, £1 1s, 
G. D. DIXIE, R.N., 54,; E. W. (Stockport), 2s. 6d.; Mra, SARA LANE, £1 1s. 
C.J. DUNPHIE, 10s, 6d.; 8, B, BANCKOFT, £1 1s. 


Making a total received up to December 12th, 1893, £53 93, 10}d. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Q. Distinguish between Quips and the Givbe, A. S-tory paper : 
Tory-'s paper. 

“Two Eds. are better than one,” as SLOPER says when he goes 
slakewallowing and leaves his sub-editor in charge. 


40° 


SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MEDIAVAL TIMES.) 


CHAPTER VIL. 

IN the hut in the forest John Smith and Bill Brown had become 
as bosom friends over the inspiring intluence of the excellent ale 
which Brown pourec 
out to his friend, and 
of which he partook 
Hs dag heartily himself. 
The two clinked 

lasses cheerfully, and 

ad already sung two 
or three merry lays 
together; and at 
length, when tired 
nature demanded that 
they must sleep, they 
had slept that solid 
sleep which good 
bright ale encourages. 
In the morning, at 
breakfast, the two 
companions had such 
n look at one another 
as, in the absence of 
the electric light, only 
daylight can give. 

“Beshrew me, Bill 
Brown!” said John 
Smith; “thou art a 
pretty man, anid 
shouldst give a good 
account of thyself in 
a tussle had thee a 
weapon which fairly 
titted thy brawny fist.” 

“T'faith,” said Bill 
Brown, “and the same 
thought was in my 
mind concerning thee,” was the retort. “I fancy these shoulders 
have borne the weight of a corselet, and those arms of thine have 
swung a sword ere now, Come, my worthy guest, am I not right, 


“T will not say but thou art not, good host,” said John Smith, 
not ill-pleased ; “but it is a thankless business, and not over plea- 
sant! at least. such has been my experience.” 

“Gadzooks! it is not that, I know, especially if the other follow 
be smart at fence. 1am no more timid than my fellows,” said Bill 
Brown, “ but I confess 1 have felt my heart beat faster when I saw 
a doughty blow fall too near my head.” 

“Tis not dread of doughty blows,” said Smith, somewhat sharply. 
“I fear not them ; but it is acruel and unkind business, and its 
followers finds but small profit in its pursuit, methinks.” 

“That's true,” 
said Bill; “by 
the time one has 

mid the leech for 
his services, there 
be little balance 
to carry one over 
till he is once 
more able to go 
afield. As the 
song says: 

“*"Tis a goo ancient 
trade, is that of 
the sword, 

And better it is 

when t'other 
chap is a-shak- 


“Tho. art a retty man.” 


ing; 

But a rather rough 
one when the 
doctor comes 
round 

Awl twists at the 
arm that’s worse 
of w-dreaking. 

As he probes at 
the wonml andl 
digs out a 
splinter, 
errily ho, hey, 
I'm a-thinking, 

Or saws off a leg aml 
80 spuils a epriv- 
ter, 

Wearily ha, the 
heart gues w 
sinking!" 

“Yes, | think fighting a poor trade indeed,” said Bill, as he con- 
cluded, “and I have sworn off from that line of business and pro- 
pose to go into another branch of professional life. If I have made 
wounds in the past (and _ I'll not deny that I have had my share in 
many a pretty brawl) I'll cure them in the future. If my cuts 
have been wide and deep, my potions will close them as if they had 
never been. _ I will be a benefactor to man, who shall loudly sing 
ny praises, If anyone ails, let him come to me. I have that which 
will cure him, an it kill him not.” 

“Ha! are thou skilled—hast studied the human frame?) Know 
you how the complex machinery that, built tugether, forms a man, 
works?” 

“Skilled, good lack! how the complex machinery works, good 
lack! no. But I have 
done more: I have 
studied how the com- 
fs human mind acts. 

have discovered 

that if a man makes 
~ his mind to die of 
a broken arm, he will 
be a corpse by the time 
he has promised. If, 
on the other hand, he 
is resolved to get bet- 
ter, at least half the 
doctor's work is done, 
even though he may 
ultimately dic. The . 
work of the quick- 
salver should be to 
build up ao faith—to 
give his patient a 
something on which 
to fix the mind—a 
something that will 
arouse a hope that he 
may cured — a 
something that, while 
it may twist and tor- 
ture him, he is sure is 
twisting and torturing 
him for his ultimate 
good,” 

“There is philo- 
sophy in the idea, at 
least.” said Smith. 

“There is more than philosophy; there is downright sound 
patie oa that is sometimes absent when philosophy lets itself 
Ons 

* And that mysterions something, which is to arouse this hope?" 

“Is my secret—your secret —an ye are prepared to Join ine.” 

(Toho continued newt work.) 


The forestcr’s song. 


Lill Frown expounndeth. 
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No. 339.—THE TALEPITCHER, F.OS. 


“A celebrated author, whose name andl works have been grate- 
fully forgotten, once remarked that he didn't care a twopenny 
smoke who mule a nation's laws so long as he hal a hand in the 
concoction of its ballads, Somewhat similarly the subject of our 
picture and brief bioyraphy regards, with comparative indiffer- 
ence, the generally incomprehensible rulings of the London 
County Council, so long as he is allowed to preach the doctrine 
of a purer life through the cheery columns of the Sporting Times, 
Thrown early upon his own resources by the caving in of the 
ancestral treacle mine, upon the output of which his family 
hal dependel, our hero struck out a line for himself by becoming 
a chemist’s assistant, Five years later, when the chemist him- 
self emerged from penal servitude, with a rooted determinati 
to entrust the mixing of teething B hte to nobody for t 
future, Pitcher had migrated to the Turf, starting a bright new 
career by investing the seven sovereigns he got for the carboys 
upon Sir Bevys for the Derby, at the remunerative olds of 33 
to 1. Since then he has never looked black. Though never 
likely to pass the civic chair he is a remarkably handy man to 
have around (from a Licensed Victualler’s point of observation) 
when the wassail bow] isin circulation. Partly because he loves 
souml classic literature, and those who produce it, but chiefly 
because ‘he is the only Pitcher that never troubled the well’ 
he was created F.0.5,, and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ pre 
sentel to him January sth, 1890."—Lebrett dmproed, 


G4) ‘ 
Giddy Little Shrimp, Aha, Captain Stayback! I'm sure yo! 
know what mistletoe is for. 
The Captuin, Ycs, marm ; they make birdlime of it. 


“Here's a go! I've had to pawn my socks, to buy Angelina 
a Christmas present, and now they want me to play hunt the 


slipper. 


SHAVING COMPETITION. r 
He who scores the highest number of marks to be the winner. 


London: Printed at the Camden Press, 110 High Strcet, N.W., and Published by the Proprictor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “ Zhe Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, Flect Street, E.0.—Saturday, December 23, 1893, 


ALLY 
YOU KNOW. 


— 


YOU 


Laura. You are not really going to powder your face aw] redden your lps on Christmas Day, Ivy ? 


Jey, Of course Lam! Why not? 


Laura, Why not! Surcly you haven't forgotten that there is such a thing as mistletoe in existence ? 


(1) Young Wormwoal always flattered himself that he was rather a good julee of 
old oak ; an:l one day he came across an antique chair, which was a “ positive dream.” 
The price was stiff, certainly, but he paid it and secured the treasure.——(2) That 
night his slumbers were disturbed. Ile dreamed that a weird and shadowy form 
stool at his bedside at “noon of night” and pointed to his new purchase, in which 
secret doors stool open revealing boundless wealth within. Beckoning with a 
ghostly finger the shade vanished.— (3) In the glad morning light Wormwoou con- 


A MISTLETOE DREAM. GIRLS SLOPER'S 
(Seasonable.) 


The above represents A. SLOPER'S dream after 
kissing upwards of twenty * Friv.” Girls under the 
mistletoe and partaking of six botthks of “Un- 
sweetenel” on Christmas Day. Can it be won- 
dered at? Esm¢e. 


ee 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAYes 


SO THOUGHTLESS, 


4 4 
Vy, 


= ae = 


_ Pel —, 
Mr. Jellybags, Yus, 1 wants a strong, ‘andy Ini —h 
T only gives arf wages, you to : avi 
heed Ps f msn got tube the rest out in 


“Polbozzler’s great work, ‘The Moon behind the 
Pump,’ will be one of the sens tions of the season,” 
— Vide Papers, 


HE JOCULAR SPOOK. 


. re) ie 


templated his art treasure, and recalled his vision of the night.—(4) Hastily sum- 
moning his man, he directed him to take the chair to pieces, And James tachi! 
that job as if he liked it. Strange to say, no treasure was forthcoming.-—-15) 
Wormwood's gem of antiquity quickly reduced to indifferent firewood. Did his eves 
deceive him as he gazed mournfully at the ruins, or did that strange unearthly 
chuckle proceed from James? Who can tell? Somehow, though, he felt a cold chill 
down his back, and fancied he saw a shadowy form vanish as he turned. 


KISSED. CANNED GOODS. 


English Miss. And what do you do with all the beef from the 
herds of cattle ? 
American Cousin. Oh ! we cat all we can, and can all we can- t 


